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* HIS GRACE 


The Duke of NzwcasrtLy, 


On the Encouragement given by hn ACE to Claſſical 
Learning in the Univerſity of CAMBRIDGE. 


| REECE in her games, for arts as arms renown'd, 


Notleſs than valour, wit with honours crown'd; 
The hand to manly ſtrength which palms decreed, 
To hardy Champions und the ropid ſteed, 

Equal the rival ſpirit NET 5 
Stretch'd to th hiſtoric, and poetic Muſe. 


Hence till ſhe ſhines the firſt in Learning's cauſe, 
Still o'er the world extend her awful laws ; 


The wreaths ſhe gave recording Fame diſplays 


Io bloom victorious thro a length of days. 10 
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6640 
To ſpread the bold career of rival Art, 
Jo fire with thirſt of praiſe the l heart, 


In Learning's ſoil each tender ſhoot to rear, 


Growth of thy forming hand, and parent care, 
Be, thine, O HoLLEs, whom the Muſes greet, 15 
Illuſtrious Patron of their fav'rite ſeat. 


For you their orateful hand awakes the ſtring, 
Nor ſcorn, my Lord, to hear the lays they ing 
The harp of FL Accu a MckNASG ſtrung, 
| AvevsTvs liſten'd, and a VIRe1L fung. 


20 
Drawn from obſcure retreats, unheard, able 
To ſhine in courts familiar near a throne, _ 

Their poliſh'd ſong delight refin'd fupply'd, 

The Courtier's pleaſure, and the Monarch's ”_ 
Nor vainly ſmiling, in the ſocial hour, 5 25 


The Great deſcended from the pomp of pow, go 
The faithful wreath the poet's hand beſtow'd, 
(Where Wit has flouriſh'd, or where Arts have flow d) 


Thro' 


( ; 1 
Thro ages laſts, with verdure ſtill the ſame, 


Bright, and unfaded like the Poet's fame. 30 


Still to their ſpirits, through a length of time, 
Adoring Genius bids ariſe ſublime 


'Th' unſullied column „which immortal ſtands, 


Nor touch'd by Fate, nor Envy's fiercer hands. 34 


Long ere the world a GeorGe, or Hol LEs knew, 
Monarchs have reign'd, and Stateſmen toil'd ike you, 
Ardent, the rage of Faction to oppoſe, 

Wakeful themſelves, to give the world repoſe; 3 
Oblivion 's night o'er all their Virtues ſpread ; g 


Unſung, they periſh'd'with the general dead. 40 


The Warrior's trophies, and the Patriot's buſt, 

All yield to Time, and mingle with the duſt; 

Like them deſtroy' d, when Fate the thread has run, 
The Kingdoms theſe have ſav'd, or thoſe have won. 


Arts, which they favour'd once, alone ſurvive, 8 


With thoke once-fayour'd Arts is theirs to live. 
Eternal 
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Eternal guardian of the gates off fame 2 
The ſacred Muſe enrolls each generous name, | 
To diſtant race recorded worth conveys, 


And lifts conſpicuous all her Patron's praiſe. 50 


O then proceed; ſtill ſtretch thy guiding hand, 
Still as thy GRAN TAs Friend, and Father ſtand; 
Still act this nobleſt, this ſublimeſt part; 

Demand applauſe, and reign in every heart. 
5 Others with thee, amid the public care, 55 

Of pow'r, of place, of fortune, claim a ſharez 
Here may'ſt thou ſhine unrival'd, and alone, 

The joy, the gift, the glory all thy own. 

So, when awhile retir'd from ſcenes of ſtate, 

And all the labours which attend the Great, 60 
May theſe lov'd ſhades afford the ſhort retreat, 

And Science hail thee to her ampleſt ſeat. 
Then ſnall again our native Genius riſe, 

And call the Muſe harmonious from the ſkies, 


Once 
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Once more invok'd to grace our GRAN TA's bow'rs, 65 


For thee to ſtring her lyre, for thee to cull her flow'rs. 


O haſte the morn! again, ye days, appear, 15 
Bright as ye ſhone, when HoLLes fill'd the chair. 


When with the pomp of verſe, and [muſic's ſound, 
All hail? reecho d the glad roofs around; _ 50 


When each proud dome admir'd the glittering ſhow, 


Ingenuous Youths! whom juſt Ambition fires, 
Who love the Muſe, and whom the Muſe inſpires, 


Yours is the joy, for you reſerv'd to ſee 12 0,00; . 


The well earn'd prize of learned Victory; 
To nobler objects eager hopes to raiſe, 
And hail this omen of your happier praiſe. 
Think ye behold each venerable ſhade, 


Who, on theſe banks in contemplation laid, 80 


Once, like yourſelves, were ſtudious to Sri | 
All Wiſdom opens from her ancient ſtore; 


That 
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T hat hov'ringround your a active thoughts they: move, 


Prompt ey'ry wiſh, and ev'ry toil improve, 
That emulation once they felt rener, 85 
And ſmile to o he themſelves revive in 3 


0 HolLEs, th; in life” 8 yet Maids W 
Ere thy young Genius reach d th? aſcent of = „ 
With juſt Ambition, and with taſte refin d, 
To ſtretch to ampler bounds thy growing „ 90 
And graſp the palms of juſt applauding fame, 
| Like theſe were once thy. taſks, like theſe thy aim. 
"Twas thus, retir d in GrawTa's thoughtful ſeat, 
| You learnt for BRITAIN; to be wiſe and great, 
Turn'd with a true delight- the Roman lore, | 95 
And drew from Grecian mines the poliſbd ore. 
Ev'n then the Muſe, mid ſtudies more ſevere, 
Could win with Virgil's ſweets: your courti ear; 
What charm'd MxcENAS could your ſmile engage, | 
And mark a HoLLEs for a. future age. 100 


But 


"(49 


But t chief from pages rich with manly ſenſe. 
You gather'd flow'rs of genuine Eloquence ; 
| And from hiſtoric volumes ſearch'd the true, 
How kingdoms fell, and infant empires grew; 
To bleſs the future oft revoly'd the paſt, 105 
Tracing whate'er has later times ſurpaſt, oh, 
How ſages counſel'd, or how warriors bled, 
While the young Patriot kindled as he read, 
Then mix'd, where life in active labours j join'd 
To theſe the laſt, great ſtudy of mankind, 110 
There ſhone confeſt : with freeborn zeal elate 
To fave from Faction's rage the nodding State: 
With faithful virtues to ſurround a throne, 


And crop the honours of mature renown. 


Nor think, my Lord, amid the ſtream of things 115 
That blends the name of Stateſmen and of Kings, 
Yours too ſhall periſh; while on GRAN TA plain 


Chear d by your ſmiles abide the Muſe's s train, 
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THE ACADEMIC 


O D E. 
„ 


Wange Gilent ſtreams the moſs-grown turrets lave, 
Cam, on thy banks with penſive ſteps I tread; 

The dipping ofiers kiſs thy paſſing wave, 

And Ev' . 8 o'er r » ous are © ſpread. 


lere Fa "a 1 * 8 Freeteſt RO vera, 5 
10 footh her 2 boeh. N 


In aer 61% 9 85 Le 5 5 2 reſted bow 
Where the gay turf i is deck'd wv various us dies, 
And breathes the mingling ſcents of every flow” r: 


While holy dreams prolong her calm repoſe, 
Her pipe is caſt the whiſp'ring reeds among; 
High on the boughs her waving harp is hung, 

That murmurs ſoft to ev'ry wind that blows. 
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Of have I ſeen her bathe, at dewy morn, 


Her wanton boſom in thy ſil ver ſpring, 
And while her hands her flowing locks adorn 
With buſy elegance, have heard her ſing. 


But ſay, what long-recorded theme 
| Through all the lofty tale of Time, 
More worthy can the Goddeſs deem 

Of ſounding chords, and ſong ſublime ; 


Than, whoſe paternal hand to vigour Bred 
Each infant Art, the Noble and the Wiſe ? 
Whoſe bounty gave yon” arching ſhades to ſpread, 
Von' pointed ſpires in hallow'd pomp to rife? 


Shall War alone loud-echoing numbers claim, i 
| And ſhall the deeds of ſmiling Peace be drown'd, 
| Amid the heroes ſhouts and trumpet's ſound? 


"Theſe too — ſhall flouriſh i in immortal fame. 
III. 
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III. 
When Science fled from Latium's poliſh'd coaſts, 
And Grecian groves, her long and lov'd abode, 


Far from the din of fierce conflicting hoſts, 


Through barb rous realms the weary wand' rer trod. 


But to what more indulgent ſæy, 
To what more hoſpitable ſhade, 
Could trembling, bleeding, fainting fly, 
Ie helpleſs, and devoted Maid? 


Time honour'd FounDERs! ye the virgin wood ; 
"Twas yours, with ſouls to native grandeur born, 
To bid her radiant beauties ſhine renew'd, 


With wealth to heap, with honours to adorn. 


In GranTa's happier paths ſhe wept no more; 
Heal d were the wounds which ſcarr'd her gentle bre aſt; 
Here, ſtill ſhe ſmiles with Freedom's ſons to reſt, 
Nor mourns her Attic tow'rs, nor Tuſcan ſhore. 
IV. 


614) 
IV. 
Fathers of Genius! whom the Muſe adores; 
For ſure to you her nobleſt ſtrains belong, 
Beneath whoſe venerable roofs ſhe pours 


The grateful notes of ſweetly flowing ſong ; 


Th' increaſe of ſwift revolving years, 
With conſcious pride exulting view; 
How all ye plann'd compleat appears.; 


How all your Virtues bloom anew : 


The gen'rous zeal which erſt ye felt remains 
Its bounteous beams ſtill ardent to diſpenſe ; 
While unexhauſted to your learned plains 


Rolls the rich ſtream of wide Munificence. 


Joy to your ſhades! the great career is run; 
Reſerv'd by Fate for ſome ſuperior hand, 
Confeſt, the laſt, th'auſpicious work ſhall ſtand, 

And Stateſman, Monarch end what ye begun. 


V. 


„„ as 
14 
Ve too, once Inmates of theſe walls renown'd, 
Whoſe ſpirits, mingling with th' ætherial ray, 
Of univerſal Nature trac'd the bound, . 
Or rais'd in * of * the lay, 


See your lov'd Arts this clime to grace 
Their rival radiance brighter ſhed, 
While HoLLes ſmiles the wreath to place 
Upon the youthful Victor's head. 


Where SPENCER fits among your thrones ſublime, 
To the ſoft muſic of his mournful lags 
Li ſt'ning ye weep, for his ungrateful time, 
And point the better hope of happier days. 


If with the dead diſhonour's mem'ry dies, 
Forget, much injur'd Name, th unworthy woe; 
In ſtrains like thine ſo may our accents flow, 


In nobler numbers yon fair domes ariſe. 


VI. 


6 
{| 
When Factions ſtorms, or ſome fell Tyrant's hate, 
Arts join'd with Freedom to one grave ſhall doom, 
Then tho? theſe ſtructures to the ſtroke of Fate 
Bend their proud height, like thine, imperial Rome, 


Know, vainly, Time, thy rapid rage 
Shall point its wide deſtroying aim, 
Since what defies the force of age 


Thus conſecrates the pile to Fame; 


Some future eye the ruin'd heap ſhall trace, 


The name of HoLLEs on the ſtone behold ; 
Shall point a BRUNswI to a diſtant race, 


Benign, and awful on the ſwelling gold. 


Th' hiſtoric page, the poet's tuneful toil, 
With theſe compar'd, their mutual aid ſhall raiſe, 
To build the records of eternal praiſe, 

And deck with endleſs wreaths their honour'd ſoil. 


VII. 


617 
VII. 
Sweeter than warbled ſounds that win the ſenſe, 
Flows the glad Muſic of a grateful heart, 
Beyond the pomp of wordy Eloquence, 
Or ſtrains too cold, high-wrought with labour'd art. 


Tho' weakly ſounds the jarring ſtring; 
Tho', vainly would the Muſe explore 
The heights to which with eagle wing 
Alone can heav'n-taught Genius ſoar, 
Yet ſhall her hand ingenuous ſtrive to twine 
'The blooming chaplet for her Leader's brow; 
While with new verdure grac'd, in Glory's ſhrine, 


'The anner Palms of e civic Honours grow; 


When he, theſe favour'd ſhades appears to bleſs, 


Whoſe guardian Counſels guide a nation 8 fate, 
And with ſuperior toils for EUROPE“ 8 ſtate 


Mixes the thought of GRANTT A- s happineſs. 
C 5 . 


VII. 1 
Hail Seats rever'd ! ] 1 thoughtful Pleaſures del, 


And hovering Peace extends her downy wings, 
Where muſing Knowledge holds her humble cell, 
And Truth divine unlocks her ſeeret ſprings; 0 


This nth with mild acceptance deign 
To hear; this verſe yourſelves inſpire, 
Ere in Religion's s holy fane 
The Muſe ſuſpends her votive lyr re. 


Thee, GrANTA,t thus with filial thanks I greet, 
With ſmiles maternal-thou- thoſe thanks receive, 

For Learning s ſlender wealth, for friendſhip ſweet, 
For every calmer j joy thy ſcenes could gre. 


While thus I ſport upon thy peaceful ſtrand, 


The ſtorms of life at awful diſtance roar; 
And ſtill I dread, {till ling'ring on the mon, 


To launch my little bark, and quit the land. 
3-4 N 1 8 


